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responsible for your safety, and I am afraid that you
might walk in your sleep after your harrowing experi-
ences, which seem to have affected your memories, by
the way. If you did walk in your sleep," he added " you
might fall out of the window.'*

As the day grew near for the British attack we saw
many thousand Arabs being sent to Ctesiphon. They were
no conquering army, no freemen going to defend their
native land, but bands of slaves on their way to wounds
or death. Down to the river-bank, where they were
embarked on lighters, they were followed by their weeping
relatives. There was no pretence at heroism. They would
have escaped if they could, but their masters had tied
them together by fours : their right hands were lashed to
a wooden yoke while their left carried a rifle. Kanonen-
futter was required for Ctesiphon, and down the Tigris
this pageant of dejected pacifists was compelled to go.

After the attack had begun, shiploads of wounded
returned to our hospital in pitiable condition. No
stretchers and few medicines or attendants were available:
even mattresses were deficient in number : the less serious
casualties lay huddled together on stinking straw, relying
on charity and the providence of Allah : the gravely
wounded often died before the doctors could attend to
them, I had seen our own wounded and prisoners after
Es-sinn in as bad a plight, but that I had witnessed in
hot blood, this in cold. Battles are very ugly when the
Captains and the Kings depart.

Never for a moment did we think that the attack on
Ctesiphon could fail. We knew that the odds were
against us, but we believed that Townshend would
achieve the impossible : that he did not do so was not his